AND   THOU
those meals, beneath the bough, are the ones you remember
longest; I would not trade them for magnums of champagne and
pounds of caviare, in marble halls. A book of verse? For that we
had our thoughts, our talk, our hopes, the things we had seen, the
times we lived in, the best of all books.
A wilderness? This was no wilderness, bu! a green and pleasant
land, but you made it so. Singing? Your voice, as I often told you,
was a thing between Marlene Dietrich and the croaking of a bull-
frog, when you sang, but I liked to hear it nevertheless, this was
only the kind of joke that we were wont to make, in our good
companionship. There was music in your voice, for me, whether
you sang or talked, and staunchness and truth and loyalty and
courage and loving care, all the things that are so rare in our
time, that men strive after and so seldom reach on their journey
towards the gold-mine in the sky. You were as good as gold, and"
as blonde, and what could be fairer than that?
Beside me? That was the best thing of all. Unafraid, smiling,
always at pains to make life more pleasant for me, always laughing
at the setbacks, rejoicing with me in the victories, never desiring
more than that good companionship. I always knew that we
should only go a short part of the way together. Something tells
me these things.
I knew it, somehow, at the beginning of that companionship,
one day when we stood on a hilltop, a glorious March day, as
warm as June, and I chanced to look at you with your native
Danubian hills and fields behind you, with the Danube curving
by below, and the invigorating call of spring was in all the air, and
yet my heart was sad, for in that moment I knew that the road
along which we should go together was short.
You asked me what I had — Was hast du denn?—and I said nothing,
and I never told you that, you who will never read this story of our
noonday rest beneath the bough. You sometimes asked me after-
wards what had ailed me in that moment, and I never told you.
Why should I? Why fret about them? ... But fret I did, on this
day too, on the Belgrade road. I thought then of that other day.
On that other day, as I looked at you, I saw all that Danubian
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